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T
he shadow
s in the library of the big 
house 
c
a
u
se
 
e
e
rie 
figures 
to 
dance 
a
nd 
play 
a
c
ro
ss 
the 
w
alls 
a
nd 
c
eiling. 
O
ne 
sm
aU
 light is burning o
n
 the thick w
o
oden 
library 
desk
.
 
T
he 
air 
is 
stuffy 
a
n
rj 
sm
ells 
of 
w
o
rn
 pages 
a
nd battered bind-
ings. 
T
here 
is 
also 
the 
odor 
of 
n
e
w
. 
slick 
pages, 
a
nd 
bright 
sm
o
oth backs 
of 
books. 
It is 
quiet, 
e
x
c
ept for 
the 
cri!';p 
so
u
nd 
of 
a 
page 
o
c
c
a
sionally 
turning. 
TIeing 
attracted 
to 
this 
so
u
nd, 
o
n
e
 looks 
for its 
so
u
rc
e
,
 
a
nd is 
su
c
c
e
ssful. 
Sitting 
in 
a huge Ieather 
ro
cking 
chair is 
a
m
a
n
 
in his 
m
iddle 
se
v
e
nties, 
w
ith 
a bald head 
rim
m
ed 
by 
sn
o
w
 
w
hite 
hair. 
A3 
he 
shifts 
his 
stout 
body 
in 
the 
chair, 
tbe 
Ieather 
c
re
aks 
loudly. 
H
is 
eyes 
a
re
 
e
n
circIed 
by black, 
shell-rim
m
ed 
specta-
eles. 
T
he 
furrow
s 
w
hich 
a
re
 
c
re
a
 sed 
betw
een his 
shaggy 
w
hite 
eyebrow
s gb
e 
o
n
e
 
the 
im
pression 
that 
upon 
this 
m
éln
 
re
st the problem
s 
of the 
w
o
rld. 
Tltis is 
m
y 
grandfather, 
a
nd 
w
henever 
1 
thinl{ 
of him
, it is in this setting. 
iVly 
grandfather 
is 
o
n
e
 
of 
the mo~t 
re
m
a
rkable 
m
e
n
 1 have 
e
v
e
r know
n
.
 
H
e 
graduated fr
o
m
 
the U
niversity 
of M
ichi-
gan 
fifty 
years 
ago. 
W
hile 
there 
he 
studied 
law
, 
a
nd 
he 
still 
practices 
this 
profession 
in 
this 
m
iddle-sized, 
Indiana 
tow
n. 
H
e held the position 
of judge in 
the 
c
o
u
nty
,
 
a
nd 
stiU
 
goes 
by 
this 
title, 
w
hich pleases 
him
 
v
e
ry 
m
u
ch
o
 
H
e has 
al so
 
studied 
m
u
sic
,
 
a
nd 
in 
re
c
e
n
t 
years 
has 
c
o
m
po
sed 
w
o
rks for piano 
a
nd bando 
M
y g
ra
ndfath
e
r 
w
a
s 
a 
lieutenant 
c
olonel 
.in 
W
orld W
a
r 
l
,
 
a
nd he 
re
se
n
ts 
the fact 
that 
W
ashington 
re
c
e
ntly 
tu
rn
ed 
him
 
dow
n for 
a
ctive 
se
rvice in 
this 
w
a
r be-
c
a
u
se
 
of his 
age. 
H
is libraries 
a
re
 o
v
e
r-
loaded 
w
ith books 
c
o
n
c
e
rning 
w
a
rs, gen-
e
raIs, 
a
nd 
w
a
r presidents. 
G
randfather 
is 
a 
stern
 
m
a
n
, 
a
nd 
quiet, yet he has 
a great 
se
n
se
 
of hum
or 
a
nd 
is 
v
e
r y 
w
itty 
o
n
 
c
e
rtain 
o
c
c
a
sions. 
H
e is 
kindly 
a
nd 
sw
e
et 
n
atu
red, but he 
c
a
n
 deal 
w
ith 
opposers 
of the law
 
w
ith 
stubborn 
strength. 
G
randfather 
has 
alw
ays been strong 
a
nd 
e
x
c
e
edingly intel-
ligent, but is 
so
m
etim
es 
v
e
ry o
n
e
-sided in 
his 
view
s
.
 
W
hen I 
w
a
s younger I fea red 
him
,
 
yet 
lo v
ed 
him
. 
N
ow
 
m
y 
fear 
is 
gone. There 
is 
n
othing 
m
y 
grandfather 
w
o
uld 
rather do 
than 
m
a
rch in parades
.
 
Since 
he 
belongs 
to 
m
a
ny 
o
rganizations
,
 
a
m
o
ng 
them
 
being 
K
nights 
T
em
plars, 
A
m
erican Legion, a
nd bands, he has m
a
ny 
beautiful 
u
niform
s, 
a
nd they a
re
 his pride 
a
nd joyo 
l 
a
m
 
v
e
ry proud of him
, a
nd I like to 
tell 
about him
. 
H
e has 
alw
ays 
se
e
m
ed 
a 
pillar 
of 
strength, 
but 
o
n
e
 
incidellt 
stands o
ut in 
m
y m
ind in w
hich he tu
rn
ed 
into 
a
n
 
oId 
m
a
n
, 
o
v
e
rnight. 
L
ast M
arch 
m
y grandm
other died in the night, having 
been ill 
o
nly 
a few
 
m
inutes. 
W
hen 
w
e
 
left 
m
y grandfather 
after 
the funeral 
it 
w
a
s 
sn
o
w
ing 
v
e
ry hard. 
H
e a
c
c
o
m
pani-
ed 
u
s 
to 
the 
bus 
station, 
a
nd 
w
hen 
l 
looked 
back 
1 
sa
w
 
him
 
w
alking 
a
w
ay 
into 
the blinding fury 
of the 
sn
o
w
,
 lean-
ing 
heavily 
o
n
 
his 
can
eo
 
H
e 
had, 
fol' 
that 
m
o
m
e
nt
,
 lost his 
strength
,
 his pow
e¡;. 
H
e 
w
a
s 
a
n
 
ald
,
 
tired 
m
a
n
o
 
-
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-
